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DURHAM, NC 


EDITOR’S FORWARD 


hat you hold is a piece of our history as a university, an instant 


of our collective, cultural psyche impressed onto paper and bound 
into a book.” That is how my predecessor began his forward, and I feel those 
words will always be fitting as long as Ex Umbra lives and breathes. This 
document is so special because it holds the secrets of our hearts and minds as 
expressed through art. I am honored to be the editor of this great work and did 
not take the trust and responsibility given to me lightly. I only hope that I have 
done your creativity justice, and that this issue becomes, like its predecessors, one 
in a long line of Ex Umbras. Moving into our great University’s centennial year, I 
beseech my fellow students to continuing writing, rapping, painting, drawing, and 
photographing. Our founder Dr. James E. Sheppard believed in the power of 
expression backed by knowledge; and this work is another small way that we 
honor his legacy. 

Finally, I must say that Dr. Andrew Williams is underappreciated for the 
lengths he goes through to keep Ex Umbra going every year. So, on behalf of the 
student body, thank you Dr. Williams. We appreciate your hard work and plan to 
match it in creative expression through Ex Umbra and love for Ex Umbra. 

Special thanks must be given to Mr. Clayton Mack, Dr. Wendy Rountree, Dr. 
Joyce Kovalik and the generosity of the Honda All Stars for their kind assistance 


in making this issue of Ex Umbra see the light. 
Enjoy this issue and all those to come. 


Gabrielle Jones 
Editor, Ex Umbra No. 44. 
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JACQUEL WHITAKER | One Morning 


When I woke up that morning I could not believe my eyes 
This pale image was nothing like mine. 

It had no color, no tone, and no depth. 

I stared at it waiting for it to change, 

But the only change was a tiny black mark. 

I closed my eyes and waited to open them again. 

Only to see the same unfamiliar wall; 

How could this wall seem different this morning? 

It’s just another Sunday. 

I felt a sudden movement next to me 


Then it all became clear; why this wall was different from mine. 
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SHAMYRA FISHER | Life 


As I sit here and think I wonder, 
Where will life take me, 
Is it full of possibilities or only maybes 


If I strive to reach my goals shall I succeed? 


I look at my life so full of hopes and dreams. 
I have to stay on top 
So I can make it through the chapters, 


But if I don’t stick it out, it may end up a disaster. 


If I do my best ’m guaranteed not to fail? 
If I do my best ’m guaranteed to exhale? 
For now I’m staying on my P’s and Q’s, 


And doing whatever it is I have to do. 


I wake up every day with a positive attitude, 

Ready to receive knowledge that will help me grow. 
This is the most important time of my life 

I know. 

So I will do all I can to take this knowledge in; 


This will help me put a start to the end. 
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JAMES STOUT | Purpose of Mine 


I Sing today for the colors he wears, 
His chariot speeds recklessly ahead. 
Heedless of the pain that at my heart tears 


As the horizon fades to black from red. 


In the time between coming and going, 
When Day’s sad brother, Night, whispers a tale- 
One of scythe’s so sharp over life mowing, 


I plead, “Hush.” And in anguish I grow pale. 


I summon hope, just a glimpse of your face, 
Then all the implications of what I stand to lose 
If the blade swings, and cuts flower from base 


To prove all dreams are no more than a ruse- 


Before love, | had no reason to fear. 


Yet, what is a life when nothing is dear? 
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ERSULA MCRAE-JERKINS | Raid! 


He knew he didn’t have much time. As aircrafts swarmed into formation 
overhead, their descent was only a matter of how long it took them to assemble 
their forces. And once this happened, there would be utter destruction, of this 
Orbin was sure. He held the malfunctioning Stratum Implant up to the sunlight 
with frustration and building fear. This is how it had begun on earth, and he must 
stop them before it happened again. 

His ereat-great-great grandparents had been inhabitants when the 
Melliferians had first attacked earth. Their path of mayhem could not be 
countered in time, and 97 percent of earthlings died in the cataclysm of their 
Ferocious alliance with the bees of earth. Somehow the Alien beings were able to 
communicate with the hymenopteran insects that had drastically increased in 
number due to extreme global warming; or so scientists thought. 

The acute climate change that had once been linked to global warming had, 
in fact, been the deliberate materialization of the Melliferians’ diabolical plan to 
exterminate the inhabitants of Earth, but they needed heat, extreme heat that 
endowed them with life-sustaining energy. For a while Mercury had been 
adequate, but not large enough. Then Mars had been even more sufficient for the 
Melliferians. But having quickly sapped the red orb of its natural resources, they 
were forced to move on. 

The Melliferians had not always been savage. The fact that no other planet 
had been found to support their lust for heat had driven them to extreme 
measures of expunging another race of life in order to survive. The peaceful 
generations of the Melliferian race had long ago been overruled by young and 
abrasive militants who would stop at nothing to build a great empire of beings. 

Elders of the Council were assassinated and imprisoned for speaking out 
against the inexperienced rebels who refused to live out their lives weak from lack 
of heat, searching the cold, dark void of space for an alternate galaxy with a much 
more powerful star than the sun of the Milky Way. 

“Fools,” Apis had called them. The young alien insubordinate had despised 
the folk-tales of his people. They spoke of a promised planet of never-ending 
heat and light; stories that he and his peers had been told since childhood as the 


Melliferians life spans shortened from lack of much needed heat. “One day I will 
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find us a place, mother,” he would continually say. As he aged he grew to hate the 
Elders Council that had promised to find them a new Power Svar. 

“There is no ‘Power Star’,’ he yelled to the congregation of the Council 
Hearings. At first, everyone gasped at his blasphemy. For as long as they could 
remember, they had held faith in the existence of the great Power Star. They had 
worshiped the Martian bees for their ingenuity in creating heat with their wings 
and close knit conglomeration. They had even taken the insects’ biological 
classification as their ethnic name: Mellifera. 

There had to be a Power Star. The elders of the council had told them so. For 
if there was no Power Star , that meant they had been searching space and dying to 
find something that didn’t exist. 

“Think about it,” Apis yelled as he was hauled off by policing officials. “If 
they really knew the location of this “Power Star’ then why have we been roaming 
in circles for the past five millennia? Why have we not arrived? Why have we 
passed galaxies thrice fold? Think, my fellow Melliferians. Think!” 

Since then the colonies began buzzing with conversation over the fact that 
the young, but strong-minded Apis could be right. His death, made to look like a 
suicide, had provoked his generation into believing his public rants. They too 
began to question the Council of Elders, who had different answers every time. 
The elders soon began to lose control over the huge self-contained community 
they had created within an enormous travelling craft that generated radiation as 
an artificial source of heat to sustain them. 

It had all been a lie. Society within the colossal vessel had begun to decay 
until the Elders lost control; they later were found to be hoarding huge 
percentages of radiation for themselves,therefore living longer lives than their 
citizens. After the Elders violent removal from power, the young Mellifarians 
gained hold of the destination charts and set their sites back on the Milky Way 
Galaxy and its only inhabitable planet: Earth. 

They had perfected an exact chemical replica of a queen bee’s intoxicating 
scent. Once above earth’s atmosphere, they released hundreds of thousands of 
A.I. bees with the replica scent, and programmed movements that conveyed to 


the bees of earth the order to attack all humans. No child was spared from the 


assailment, and by the time humans had caught on to an alien breach as the cause 


estroyed because of unflinching humans 
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who were will to allow earth to be destroyed rather than surrender it. Less than a 
hundred-thousand human beings (mostly intellectuals and wealthy civilians) were 
able to escape to a space station built on Mars years after the Mellefarians fled. 
NASA, unbeknownst to the public, planned for an evacuation situation long ago. 

The Mellefarians felt no need to remain in the Milky Way now that the only 
place where they could rehabilitate had been unexpectedly destroyed; so they 
retreated. The surviving humans, self named Generation Zero (Geo), had begun 
to adapt by using a machine called a Matter Assimilator to reproduce microscopic 
amounts or organic matter into consumable food. They also used the device to 
reproduce building materials for the expansion of the Marts station. Scientists 
soon discovered that the Matter Assimilator could reproduce things from a single 
cell or atom of material. Slowly the Geoans created ozone, plant life, and animals 
on the red planet. They had begun to create an Earth-like environment. 

The reproduction of life sustaining elements did not go unnoticed by the 
Mellefarians, and the Geoans knew this was a possibility. The humans half 
mechanical-half organic protective system’s roots began to crumble the core of 
Mars, and the disks that powered the program had to be removed leaving the 
humans vulnerable to attack. The defense system could have been reactivated, 
but the Mellefarians came quickly and undetected. No one knew when the 
Mellefarians would strike until they began gathering in the planet’s skies. 

Orbin sweat bullets in his space suit. It seemed this section of roots had 
decayed without the power source. He contacted headquarters and soon learned 
that his colleagues had come to the same conclusion. Orbin trembled as he 
realized what this meant for the Geoans. He wept as he saw the crafts gathering 
above him, realizing that the re-creation was in vain, and there was nothing they 
could do to stop the infiltration of the tiny metal insect borgs that would soon 
attack. The borgs stingers could bore through metal and flesh alike. The humans 


could not even destroy the planet as they had before. They would be 


exterminated...once and for all this time. 
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LINDA COULTER | Left Behind 


What time is it? I do not care to know. 

Rain drip-drops gently down on this cold, fresh grave. 
Mingling with rain tears to make a dull echo. 

Turn back time. Oh, sweet devotion you gave. 

But you’re gone and Pm left to carry on. 

Dreams we have lost, yet they still remain. 

This mound of dirt braces my buckling knees. 

Your white pillow holds my sorrow and pain. 

Push myself up, a day of make-believe. 

Strength, responsibility sleeps close by. 

Just breathe, a mindless task for most. Just breathe. 
Yow’re the music in my ear, the dance in, 

My heart, woven with strong golden strands of love. 


Cloak me softly like the wings of a dove. 
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AMANDA POOLE | Logan 


collard greens on the stove 
neck bones, pig tongue, chicken liver 
trucker hats off Lucas Circle 
country-bred 
home-fed 
from sprawling tobacco fields 
Tarboro & Scotland Neck 
relaxed grammar 
soft humor 
quiet strength 


granddaddy laid to rest 
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MICHELE JOSEY | I Want This Job 


Can I give you my application 

So you can get to know me better 

Can I slide you my resume 

So you can see my gifts, talents and what makes me so great 
So if you don’t mind, 

Could please take the time to check my references 


I just want this job. 
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SEANELLE PATRICK | Free (A Tribute to Alice Walker) 


Mind in the right place; at the right time 

So sober of information and feeling at ease in my own mind. 
Doesn’t it feel amazing? 

Not having to question my thoughts and second guess 


Is the most fun of it all. 


Most of the time I feel as if ’'m not in my right mind 

And my eyes get more and more focused by the minute 
Staring blankly into the thought of the other, and it’s staring 
Right back at me, refusing to give me the answers to my 


Perplexing questions. 


Your words so cruel and harsh 

And oh so real 

But that is what I love about them. 

They hold no mercy, in my mind. 

One day I will be able to retaliate against them 
My words as merciless as yours, but even more 


Cutthroat and hard to swallow. 


But right now, I’m Free. 
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CANDESS CARTER | Something Worth Being Missed 


People value money and gold 
A mote opulent lifestyle 

To grow up, to become old 
To see why life is worth while 


But I am different 


I reminisce on days I spent wrapped in my daddy’s arms 
And dressed in my mother’s clothes 

When I was afraid to grow older 

And was scared when I got taller 


Because I knew what was to come 


My niece and nephew, I envy the most 
They wake up without worries 
Without thoughts of doubt and failure 
No struggle and no problems 

If any, Aunt Candess can solve them 


They’re lucky 
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Innocence equals bliss 

Something worth being missed 

Days my mother drowned me in kisses 

Hugged me everyday like I was the only one she missed 


When her love was the love I needed most 


My daddy tried to be tough but I was his world 

He spoiled me the most and still today ’'m daddy’s girl 
But my years of book coloring 

Became years of poem writing 


My years of crawling became years of driving 


Ponytails and pigtails became a thing of the past 
Sometimes I think I grew up too fast 
My new long layered hair shows my maturity 


So now I only think about the days of my childhood purity 
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DAVID L. FITTS, JR.| Choices 
Opportunities await you at every turn 
They are always lurking like an approaching storm 
Presenting themselves in many disguises 
Making you decide which is right for you 
They may be lightening striking you down making you feel bad 
Taking away everything you own 
Making you feel like there is no where to go 
Be wise in what you do and take the right path to virtue 


The choice is up to you 
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JAMES BLACKWELL | Wake up My Brother 


Wake up my brother/for those asleep remain forever weak/ 

the world we slumber in rotates around us, not for us/ 

shall your humans and prayers bring you closer to achieving your dreams/ 
shall the life of a performer make momma proud wake up my brother / 
momma raised you to leave, not to make babies still a baby/ 

wake up my brother/ 


asleep u envision a reality where the chains that bound you free you/ 


44 


the chains that lie around your wrist only free your physical its your mental that 


remains captive/ 
inactive / 


once asleep I’ve awakened to new presidents and rules / 


eyes with tears see it as a precedent that to many sleep to dream of achieving the 


excess in the hopes to dine on dead presidents / 
wake up my brother/ 


as silk sheets fade with time/ 
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shall we waste our time, to only in adulthood say/ 

““vish I was a kid again’’/ 

here is the now/ 

as you slumber to the notes of a conductor, the knowledge lies with he or maybe 
she/ 

rather it’s he or she who profits from your slumber/ 

wake up my brother, as times have changed from when men and women 
marched down main street to right our wrongs/ 

the years have passed and I beg u to see the problems of today................ a 
message to all who refuse to be the key to the locked door in front of them/ 


wake up and don’t complain as to why this generation isn’t you 
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APRIL SIMON | Kellee’s Song 


your matna had the reddest hair 
and the bluest blue eyes 
and the sweetest freckles under 


delicate white skin 


your daddy had freckles too 

dark and raised, like little ticks 

against his cherry wood flesh 
blazing black skin 


mostly, I remember you 
tall and smooth and gigeling 
with curly hair and golden eyes 


tawny yellow skin 


one day you didn’t come to school 
they said you had a rash 


a reaction 


you had rubbed bleach on your body 

hoping it would lighten you up 

give yout blond hair and blue eyes 
blistered red skin 
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I kept my promise to you 
I never told anyone 


that I had helped you that day 


and the whole time 
your mama was outside 
laying in the sun, covered in oil 


glowing tan skin 


with the bleach 
and the bucket 


and your shame 


you wanted that pale skin 
we wanted to look the same 
twins, best friends, identical 


In white skin 
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KRISTINE D. MCGARRAH | You (She) 


No boundaries or expectations 

Unknown truths no limitations 

Just a fragment of the thoughts that reside in my mind 
but only for a short time 

Tucked away in secrecy 

no traces of my presence only thoughts of we 

hearts spoken for without words said 

Life story foretold but never read 

And through your lips flow the truth 


This is what I think of when I look at you... 


19 


EX UMBRA NO. 44 


MONYETTA HOWELL | One Day at a Time 


Awakening to newness every morning 
Manifestations of you, I long to see 
Your peace unfolds moments of joyful serenity 
While I redeem the days with patience and expectancy 
Overwhelming, difficult, there is no such existence 


For all is possible through your omniscience 
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ERSULA MCRAE-JERKINS | Woe to the Penny 


I’m a penny on the ground, 

Does anyone care if I’m lost or found? 

Grimey, corroded, practically worthless, 

Rolled through the gutters of prostitutes’ purses. 
Even in numbers my value is degraded, 

And for some reason from other coins I’m segregated. 
No one accepts me but they'll give me away. 

Even the needy frown down at me with dismay: 

An exile within my honoted species. 

I’m what you would call a “dollar feces.” 

I’ve never made any cents. 

They even minted me with a hated president. 

No one thinks ’m good luck, 

Even when I’m face up. 

The crags in my facade show my inner value. 

I’m not really copper, but instead, a covered dilute 
Forced to emulate what no one wants. 

Why not just let me die for once? 

Really, who’d miss this pathetic one; 

Worth one hundredth of a useful sum. 

Yep, I’m used to being shunned. 

I’m too nasty to pick up and not worth the trouble. 
When people see me their reaction is less than subtle. 
Through vents I’ve tumbled, 

And in sewers I’ve landed and banged. 

T’ve been fingered in pockets and passed up for higher change, 
Discarded with the lent, never admired, and, 

Never left under pillows for teeth; 

Left behind even when I know they see me in the middle of the street. 


Cursed to be nothing and that’s no figure of speech. 


21 


EX UMBRA NO. 44 


SEAN HENDERSON | Untitled 


“Damn, my nose is raw,” he thought to himself as he took the five dollar bill 
and rolled it into a tight cylinder. He wanted to put the bill down and blow the 
coke off of the cd case like a forgotten relic, but he just couldn’t bring himself to 
do it. The thought of wasting good coke was foreign to him. Besides, he paid a 
hundred bucks for the two grams that were chopped in front of him. As he 
inserted the bill into his right nostril, he choked back feelings of inadequacy and 
self-hatred. As the coke disappeared into the bill and coated his sinuses, those 
pessimistic feelings were washed away by the numbing euphoria that he was 
lacking in his life. He leaned back in the seat of his dad’s truck, covered his left 
nostril and snorted greedily. The need for love, the need to be understood, the 
need to be held, all were for the moment gone. He looked out of the tinted 


windows into the October night sky of Kenvil. 


The stars were dimmed by the subtle mist of the clouds, and he felt for 
them, both inside himself and on the window with his fingertips. Their beauty 
and brilliance were hidden and waiting to be discovered, much like himself. 
Satellites and scientists hypothesized and jumped to conclusions about their 
nature, but they could never touch them or hope to see what they have seen. 
“They’re so lovely,” he said to himself, “they don’t have a thing to worry about.” 
He chuckled and returned his attention to his crystalline stash. He lived and 
dreamed of these moments when he could forget himself in a daydream and 
wonder and marvel at the world around him like he used to when he was 
younger. Sadness crept over him at the memories of the old days, those good old 


days before drugs came into the picture, those days before his parents split up 


and life made some kind of sense. 


He sighed and returned the bill to his right nostril. He did another line and 
again reclined in the tight back seat, letting his head come to rest on the 
discolored cushion. Again his gaze turned out the window towards the stars. “I 
wish that I was up thete right now, where people can look at me and smile.’ He 
adjusted himself in the seat and scrapped another line from the pile of white 


powder in front of him. He wished that he could just quit, but then again, he 
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wished he had never tried the shit. He knew that he was off of the deep end, and 
he felt like he couldn’t swim for much longer. Activities that used to bring him 
pleasure were now dull and chlorinated. “The grass is greener on the other side, 
but the fence is a mile high,” he muttered. He longed for help, for someone to 
reach out to him, but his demons kept him silent. “Maybe one day I’ll overdose, 
and it will be all over,” he said aloud, his voice scratchy from the coke. He 
returned the bill to his right nostril and did another line. He didn’t care anymote, 


he just didn’t care. 


He reached into his pockets and fished out his lighter and his pack of 
Newports. He was a bundle of energy in anticipation of the first drag. He was 
amazed at how many substances he was addicted to as he lit it. The smooth 
menthol felt so good in his numb throat. He exhaled and watched the smoke 
leave his mouth and collect on the roof of the truck’s dingy interior. The smoke 
swirled and was eventually absorbed into the rain damaged fabric. The nicotine 
soothed him and brought him a moment of peace and clarity. It was another 
night in his father’s truck, confined in darkness, still hiding from the light. He was 
a willing participant in his own imprisonment. He was the prisoner who never 
wanted to escape. He reached for his New Jersey state ID and cut several more 
lines from the pile. “I’m gonna dooo yooou riiight babeee,” he said soothingly to 
the receding snow dune on his lap. “I’m gonna make yooou feel sooo good.” He 
did another line and rubbed his nose. “Oh that’s gonna feels sore tomorrow,” he 
said matter-of-factly. “I mean tomorrow afternoon when | wake up.” He knew 
that he wasn’t going to sleep anytime soon. He wished that he had thought ahead 


and saved some weed instead of smoking a cigarette. 


His heartbeat throbbed in his temples and he felt lightheaded. He felt antsy 
and he wanted to leave the cramped backseat so bad, but he was frozen with 
paranoia. He swore that his neighbor was going to come outside at any moment 
and discover him coked up out of his gourd. He could just imagine his neighbor 
telling his father what he had seen him do. He had to get the fuck out of there 
before he lost it, he just had to. He cracked open the window and listened 
intently. The only sounds that he heard were his racing heart beat and the endless 


hum of Route 46. He flicked his near dead cigarette out the window and lit 
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another. “Chain-smoking and coke go together like peas ann caarots,” he 
chuckled. He looked to make sure that the coast was clear before he returned to 
his fix. “Haahaa, look both ways before ya cross thaa street,” he giggled, trying to 
keep his voice down. He leaned forward and did another line. He always sat as 
still as possible because he always worried that he would have a coronary and die 
if he moved too much. At that moment, he felt great. He wanted to talk to 
people, to meet hot chicks, to be the life of the party, to laugh all night, and live 
forever. The coke offered him a glimpse of these hedonistic pleasures, but in 


reality, the coke was kicking him over the edge into a hell of his own creation. 


He was sitting still, but his mind and body were moving at warp speed. He 
continued to smoke and watched the cigarette burn with morbid fascination. He 
thought that he heard something and whipped his head in the direction of the 
disturbance. There was nothing there but cigarette butts and cold, black 
pavement. He continued his wide-eyed vigil with his sacred stash of snow that 
never melted. He took off his shirt and wiped his nose with his forearm. He sat 
there, briefly, and patted out a beat on his knees. He needed some tunes, and he 
needed them now. Gingerly, he picked up the powder covered cd case with both 
hands and placed it on the speaker box behind the seat. He vaulted over the 
middle seat, slid into the passenger seat and turned the keys in the ignition. He 
rubbed his hands together excitedly as he turned on the radio. “If you hear anee 
nooise itss juss mee ann daa boyeez hit mee....gotta get inda band...bee boppa 


boopa boopa boopa boobity boop.” He was in the zone. 
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LAMEISHA POOLE | Storyline 


An open book is my life 
Each page tells the story of my soul 
Fach chapter the state of my mind 
My heart is the main character and you the theme 
To understand the theme you must observe my heart 
To observe my heart you must look into my soul 
My theme lies in the center of my soul 
My soul is narrated by my heart telling a story of honor 
My heart is passionate about the theme 
To understand this book you must understand my life 
My life ts the theme 


The love I have for you 
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LAMONT LILLY | Roots of the Renaissance 


Machine gun verbal attacks; 
Produce 

Hostile minds as rebels react, 
Brutally grounded by The Crisis. 
Consciously enlightened 


by the papers of Isis. 


So onto death row we go 

Toeing white lines of rape 

Like the Scottsboro Case, 

As shotgun houses robbed of bodies 


Leave no trace. 


Weary fossils of our elders 

Share fables of Dixie’s 

Southern Black Belt, 

Where crops of cotton and no shade 
Left heat callously felt. 


No honor in white-man pacts! 

So “If We Must Die,” 

Screamed our hands and backs 
Let us settle upon Hughes’ 
Troubled Island, 

Along with the Asiatic Black Man 
Of the far east Thailand. 
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E.A. MOORE | Curiosity 


I went out into the rain for a while... 
stood there beneath the midnight sky 
for all to see me 

secretly standing 

blending in with the black. 


Left the comfort of my cave 
and took a chance 

that it might feel good 

to be slick... 

forpe shiny... 

to be drenched... 


in the rain of my discontented curiosity... 


...but it burned. 


Singed my skin like an acidic misting of toxic things 


and I got sick of it... 


and sick with it... 


when there was no more thrill of knowing to fill me up 


no more rush of taboo... 


mo more freshness of fear... 
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when I was filled to spilling over with vomitous disagreement with my own 


trifling choice. 


and my soul washed over with the coldness of confusion 


for what once burned hot within me. 
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Crouched at the street corner curb. 

Tucked and rolled like a comfortless child 
attempting through tightness 

to turn himself into the smallest possible particle. 

I with fear. 

Lost and lonely. 

Wondering where the guiding hand went wandering. 


Wondering if anyone was coming. 
£ y 


There beneath the slick and shine of outside rains 
I shed tears for the inside safety 


but who could see them for the rain? 
Who could count them? 

Easing back deeper on the curb... 
un-tucked my legs from folding, 


took my knees from my chin, 


and crawled back in. 
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John Hope Franklin (right) and former Chancellor Leroy T. Walker (1986) 


Courtesy NCCU Archives 
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WILLIE PACE | At Niagara 


Neither food, no water alone can sustain me, 

Beauty fuels my soul, I stand atop the waterfall 

And ceremoniously watch the gauzy mist condense, 
And settle softly upon the nerve tense hairs that blanket 
Her arms like velvety fur. When that mist’s propended 
Clivity becomes too heavy, all at once, the hairs furl, 
Releasing their burdening loads, forming tiny rivulets 
That cascade down her delicate arms like small Artesian 
Streams and meander softly, sweetly to calmed and 
Pristine Aegean seas; traversing huge crevasses, 
Forming Ancient Rivers to their alluvial deltas to 
Arcane places yet undiscovered. I weep in response. 
When I think of that beauty, my teardrops pelt the 
Ground like hottest hails; then, they too dissolve 

And intermingle there, where small Artesian streams 
Once commenced Eons ago and are conjoined now 
Far below in colder streams; and are dispensed 

At the water’s edge, feeding primordial forests 

Where untold sacred secrets hide. And I am overcome 
With weakness for Love. I am more like an infant 

Than a child. But ever resolved, I am over-filled with 
Everlasting glee. Words are then too weak to competently 
Explain. And, I cannot live without that sweetest pain; 
For | am a man who has been touched by an Angel; 

I have felt the essences of that rare beauty; 


And being purged, I am made whole again. 
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ANGELA WALKER | We Share Pink (and Other Things) 


I looked in the mirror yesterday 

and gigeled softly to myself. 

I knew she was there. 

Somewhere in the room sitting and watching me. 

Her face wasn’t blurry like my usual memories. 

Instead, it was bold and clear like I remembered her in life. 

She is my special, special angel who watches over me. 

She comes softly with her wisdom and is my own. I need her. 

My angel is the reason pink is my favorite color, and 

I naturally have deep red hair. 

The reason family and friends agree that I make “really good” cornbread and 
her lemonade, when I try. 

My mother says I have her “bread-making hands” that are eager to turn and 
twist soft dough. 

My grandmother unconditionally loves me. 

She loved me when her body finally submitted to Lou Gherig’s disease and 
she was incapable of walking 

ot holding me, and her words had to speak louder than her ailments. 

Her love pushed through the pain and reaches out to me still. 

When I examine the woman that I’ve become, | wonder if she approves. 
Do I clean the house neatly? 

Am I classy, the way she taught me to be? 

Would I be prepared if she popped up unannounced in some other form to 
pay me a visit? 

Am I humble? 

I gather myself, and once again drift back into life with only her spirit for 
advice. 

I know that Grandma Geraldine’s wisdom, her soft wisdom, reached out to 
me in the mirror and 

touched my heart with the answer. 

She told me 


“You're doing just fine.” 
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WILLIAM MANGUM | Slow Motion 


There’s something I want to ask you, 

But I’m not sure where to start, 

It’s a rather touchy matter, 

But so ate all things of the heart. 

I want to take things between us, 

A little slower than normal, 

Like the dance at the very end, 

Of your very first formal. 

I want what we have to blossom, 

Into something beautiful and bright, 

A love that’s so perfect, 

That everything feels just right. 

A feeling so wonderful, 

That it fills you with happiness inside, 

A happiness that you can’t keep hidden, 

No matter how hard you tty. 

I want to make you feel complete, 

Whenever I’m holding you close, 

Letting you know that no matter what anyone says, 
I’m the one that loves you the most. 

I want to make you feel like the luckiest woman, 
On the face of the planet, 

Knowing that you have a man that adores you, 
And will never take you for granted. 

I’m willing to do whatever it takes, 

Just to see your beautiful smile, 

Because the joy that it makes me feel, 

Glows warm like a fire. 

So now I’m asking you for a chance, 

To take away some of yout life’s commotion, 
By opening your heart to me, 


And letting me love you in slow motion. 
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SHANICE JONES | Spiteful 


I see you in my background. 

Slanted eyes and a false face, 

You are dying to see me collapse. 

Yet, you act like you want me to achieve. 

You are just an image of the friend you lead me to believe you were. 
For a long time accepted you as such. 


But wisely I recognize your involuntary notions. 


You are confused as an individual. 

So you tty to take my individuality. 
You are envious of my true friendships. 
Since you lack the ability to have them. 
Judging my actions, and taking my ait. 


All the while operating as if you are sincere. 


Lies, misleading actions, and a mask. 

I see through them all. 

You are just as spiteful as the next girl. 

So why try to convince me otherwise? 

You care what people think of you. 

So why try to convince yourself otherwise? 

Watching you is equivalent to looking through a window. 

I see past the surface and acknowledge what’s going on inside. 

You lack fulfillment; therefore, you want others to envy you. 

That constant need to feed the healthy appetite of your ego is your downfall. 
Weak people cling to you to gain a sense of purpose. 

You cling to weak people to gain the fulfillment of your desires. 

You are no one to admire. 

Confused, uncomfortable in your own skin, and constantly to gain acceptance. 
I hope you are on searching for yourself. 

Because I have found me. 


And you and all your spiteful ways have no place in my life. 


Be 
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SHALONDA HENRY | Why Did I Snooze 


How could someone love you so much, when you’ve done wrong? 

Why do they still want to hold you in their arms when you pushed them away? 
What does it take for that person to be done with you? 

Where does the line between love and hate end? 

Who decides when love isn’t enough? 

When ts love just enough? 


Questions pondered in the mind constantly. Time passes, the love is still there 
and do you see it? Time will eventually run out, it is the one thing you can’t get 
back and shouldn’t be taken for granted. 


When you finally awake to the emptiness in your heart, you may realize that time 
has run out and you won’t get it back. The love that was there is no longer. It 
faded with the lonely touches, dwindled with the empty kisses, and left with the 
keys to your heart. 


How, you ask yourself? 
Easily, you wanted time, and when it was there you constantly set it to snooze. 


No longer would time settle for that, time continued without you, left you 
wishing.....why did I snooze? 
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SHINESE ANDERSON | Family Times 


Tickets, popcorn, movies, drinks, candy, photos, and video games, 
a Thanksgiving tradition 

Who knew every year the movies would become our family’s old time tradition 
Packed in one car, with eight kids all laughing and screaming 

So happy, that the time for giving is near. 

Always have to act like wild dogs just let loose to kill. 

Running through the theatre without a care in the world to feel. 
Squeezing into a tiny photo booth 

Hoping that we all fit. 

Smile one time 

Cheese! 

People staring but we don’t care. 

We’re together and to us that’s all that matters. 

Because we’re family and that bond is strong, 


Stronger than a bolt of lightning striking between us. 
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LAMONT LILLY | Ready for Revolution 


From the street box lectures 
of the Ivy Leaguers 

West and Dyson, 

To black culture’s 

mother of the stage 

Queen Cicely Tyson 
Adopted and blended kin 
Dakota keepers of the Bison, 
Party of the People 


speak socialism’s lyceum. 


French hurricanes of hate 
sweep Dominicans and Haitians, 
As Negro rhythms of Jazz 
man sugar cane stations, 
Going back to Africa 

and revolutionary equations, 
To McKay’s foundations 

of Pan-African sensations, 
Inspire uprisings 

and Black Power revelations, 
As common-folk stances 
battle political annihilations, 
Proletariat change 


from ground-up dictations. 
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APRIL TABRON | Confused 


Ate Things That Die Early Blessed 
Why Am I Facing this Pain 
Forever and Ever 
Am I Cursed or Am I Blessed 
Every Step Forward, I Take a Step Back 
What is Love 
Maybe Strength 
Maybe Loyalty 
Trust? 

Freedom 
Peace and Comfort 
T’m Lost 
Would I Know Happiness If It Was My Skin 
Get Off My Back 
Did I Wait Too Late 
I Have To Do Right 
So I Can Have a Good Life! 
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APRIL SIMON | Fast Car 


That song came on the radio the other day, you know, the one that reminds 
me of you. I turned the volume up and sang along; inside I was screaming. I want 
to tell you all the things I never said when I knew you, and apologize for some of 
the things I did say. 

I’m trying to think of how long it’s been since you disappeared. Five years? 
Six? There was one phone call a few years ago, but you were incoherent, and | 
was devastated. I don’t know what made me think things would have changed, 
that you would have, somehow, miraculously, turned your life around. 

You never got over losing your family, even though it was you who left us. 
The bottle was your mistress, and she lured you away as she had so many otnets. 
Then, she introduced you to a friend, cocaine. Oh, but the two are evil 
seductresses, and you fell so quickly to their embrace. 

I wish I could see you. You're a grandfather now, you may not even know 
that. The boys are getting big now, they ask about you sometimes- wondering 
about how it was when I was a kid. I don’t tell them much. I’m trying to stay 
respectful to your memory, but there’s so little to work with. 

I don’t mention how many times I would sneak into your room at night, 
bending close by your head to listen for breathing, waiting for that hot blast of 
vodka and vomit stained air. I try to forget counting bottles. The sound of 
crinkling tin still makes me edgy, brings images of crushed beer cans and their 
aftermath to my mind. 

Sometimes I try to imagine where you ate. My mind comes up with a million 
scenarios. I see you happy — cleaned up and living in a pretty house with a pretty 
wife and two lovely daughters, the life you abandoned returned to you. Also, I 
envision desperation — traipsing the streets of Baltimore on frigid, raw feet, 
looking for something, anything to get you through the night. 

This is when I get sad. This is when I turn up the radio so loud it hurts my 
ears and sing the songs that make me cry. There’s so much to say, and no one to 


hear it. Hope is in the wind these days — I hope it blows you way. 
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DELORES JUANITA HAYES | Conquer 


Blessed is she who can not live or die 

Idle of fear and compassion as we lie 

Advocate for pale lips and dull eyes 

Breaking and severing all family ties 

Apostle for the unfortunate in their unlucky days 

Freely and secretly laying merciful, stained hands on those that lay 
Messenger of the Gods 

Conqueror of the Odds 
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KESHA LEACH | My Dear Friend 


It’s been a while since Pve seen my best friend Tiffanie. 

I remember her like yesterday, and it’s so clear to me 

we used to stand at the bus stop on the corner of Bart and Davie 
watching the paper boy throw the News and Observer on the lawn so neatly, 
the coldness from the morning air cut like a knife, 

while mucus filled our lungs. 

We became so relaxed on the long ride to school; 

The school bus was as warm as an oven on Christmas morning. 

Even today her name is not foreign to me 

she will always be known as my best friend Tiffanie. 

Now we have gone our separate ways, and she is about to have a baby. 


She can watch her child stand at the stop on the corner of Bart and Davie. 
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THOMAS ROBINSON | Dreams Into Memories 


Eyes open 
Clock straight ahead, 
8 a.m. 

I extend my arm on the bed 
Silence in the room 
Wonder what happened the night before 
Lonely as I stand by the dresser, 
I wipe the cold out of my eyes 
And look at the jewelry box. 
It used to be full of gold 
That would blind me 
Especially the name earrings, 
Gone. 

Questions run through my mind 
A vague memory comes back 
A brush was nest to the comb 


Where is it now? 
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Frozen memories on the dresser 
Ripped through the middle 
As my heart felt. 

At the corner of the dresser 
One key, used to be part of more. 
The laptop was blank, but, 
Pictures used to run across 
Like children playing tag. 
This moment would fade 
Similar to the sun the night before 
I close my eyes. 

Eyes open 
Clock straight ahead, 

8 a.m. 


I extend my arm on the bed 


Shower running. 
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NICOLE CORDELL | From My Window 


Finally sitting where ’ve been longing to be 

With the most special person to me 

The bright yellow sign gleaming across the parking lot 
Chocolate-Chip pancakes were what I got 

Cars zipping by going 75 over there 

The cook’s in love with her blonde hair 

18 wheels taking up space 

Blocking in the old man with the mace 

People across the street only reside for a couple of days 
Tired of bellhop’s shady ways 

Realizing I haven’t been paying attention 

To the world right in front of me, not to mention 
Looking at my chocolate-chip pancakes 


Thinking, finally I get what I want, for goodness sake! 
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WILLIE PACE | Old Glory 


Old 

Glory 

I speak to you from a Black man’s view, with the red-hot blood of my soul’s 
Entity, and, to voluntary immigrants, no infamy. The Flag that’s Red, and 

White and striped with blue, should not belong to just a few. From high 

Atop The mountains’ majestic view, to the calm of Peace symbolized by blue, 
For the red we’ve shed, our veins blown through. Contrasted by white — clean, 
Serene, do you see what I mean, I mean? To raise Old Glory to enmity’s highest, 
Height to show the world your unassailed might, it simply desecrates Old Glory’s 
Plight, and gtves the World no beacon of light, and rends our hearts with your 
Oversight; when in the South, it’s just before night; we crane or necks for just 
One more lustful, tearful sight. The lowering of our flag, it turns us around, when 
hate’s 

rebel- 

Flag 

is 

the first 


to 
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JOY WOMBLE | Know Me 


If I talked to you for hours at a time, 
Wrote you a letter everyday, sung 

A song expressing my emotions, 
Shared my most valued treasures 


With you; you would never know me. 


You have sight, but only the blind 

man tries to see. You have ears, but only 
The deaf man tries to listen. ’m not 
The miracle worker; I can’t teach 


You to know me. 


Being liked is good, being loved 
Is great, but being understood is 
Better. Maybe one day you will 


Know me. 
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ASHLEE SMITH | Burdens 


I carry the world on my shoulders 
It’s so heavy I wish to drop it 
But my worries keep it up there 
A superhero I am not 
But I wish to save all who are close 
Their burdens become mine 
So I focus on theirs instead of my own 
I am their confidant 
The one they can talk to 
The one they can depend on 
The one they can rely on 
It’s always been my identity 
So I worry 
I carry their burdens so they won’t have to 


And still | worry 
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Will my mother finally stop struggling 
Can black folks stop being hypocrites 
And see, my daddy doesn’t have an easy job being a pastor 
Can my sister open her eyes and get herself together 
When my brother leaves for Iraq 
Will that be the last time I see him 
Can I stop my nieces and nephew from living the life I’ve lived 
Can I get my friends to face reality 
I can’t fix it 
I can’t change it 
But I can lead by example 
What is it the keeps me worrying 
Carrying the burdens of other 
All this can’t be 
It’s too much for me 
I could just let it all go but it seems 
to come to me naturally 


Burdens 
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SHA’NIECE SIMMONS | Beauty (A Poem of Misfortune) 


If death is the mother of beauty, then the father must be misfortune 
As I look at it from far away, I realize it was...unfortunate 

On this day, there were black clouds that dripped heavy rain drops 
As they continue to fall, Pm praying that they never stop 

The air was thick with a death fog hovering around 

So thick that a deadly scream would have made no sound 

Without a sound, without a peep 

All things alive soon fall dead asleep 

Rotting roots deep to the core 

Will be dead ever more 

Muddy water is black as the ocean deep 

The pits of hell that light could not see 

With blind eyes you feel for beauty 

But beauty doesn’t live here, not with me 

Por I am the mother and the father is misfortune 


Awaiting the child that will change my tune. 
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STEFANIE JOYNER | J Hear but I Don’t See 


I hear you say you love me 
Through the grapevine I have heard 
But still there is no action 


Nothing but words 


We’ve never gone to a movie 

Nor flowers have I received 
ou’ve never tried to kiss 

You've never tried to kiss me 


There has been nothing to make me believe 


So if what you say is true 
And if what you say is real 
Then I'll just wait and see how long it takes 


For all my dreams to be fulfilled 
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WILLIE PACE | Child, A Muse 


Rain was never so beautiful as when growing up as a child 
Watching the crystal clear raindrops falling through the air 
Upon glossy green leaves and trickling towards their pointed 
Tips clocking time with constant intermittent stilled-walled 
Drips that mirrored the world through their too quick, brief 
Existences; even in the heart of winter when lone rose petals 
Halted life’s small pleasures, interrupted by gusts of wind that 
Swept away dreams; and fall leaves themselves are fallen 
And gather in musty clumps upon the fungus bathed Earth. 
But just like the rain that lands upon leaves, marking beauty, 
So too, does multi-colored fallen leaves in autumn rest upon 


Ponds blending their subtle colors in mosaics: yellow and red. 
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